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“It will be n long good-by." spoke
old Mrs. Marsh sadly.

“Don't talk that way, Aunt Julia”
remonstrated Hector Vaile, her [a-
vorite nephew.

“No use nf Jooking al things so
darkly.” added her other nephew,
Wikl Cralne.

“The doctor says my only chance
of getting through the winter is to
g0 to a warmer climate,” proceeded
Mre. Marsh, “It won't be home and
that I¢ why It won't do me uny good.
Now then, boys, 1 want to have a ge-
riouts talk with you. Both of you
have my love. You have been kind
and layal 1o me, & childless old wid-
ow. | expect my-lawyer here within
an hour. [ want you, here and now,
to decide as to my little property.
You know of what it consist=—the
ald home here, the houss in the city.
which my poor, floolish husband
made a hobtby of, and found It hard
to lve in on aceount of the expense”™

The eves of Willls glowed. A cer-
tain eagerness came Into them.
Hector only looked sorrowful He
was not thinking of money or prop-
erty. To him this dear pld relative
had been as a3 mother, He would
miss her. even Il her absence wore
only tempoOrary.

“Of course, all my ldeas are to
make a record In the ety Wills
spoke first. *[ have great Ideas If ]
can carry them ont.”

“Aunt. leave me the old home, If it
i5 neccssary lo decide about your
projerty. 1 feel my place Is hare, in
my native village, and I can soe tiat
Willls = more ambitious and gifrag
than 1" sald Heolor.

“Then that s settled” sald Mrs.
Marel, with & misty, approving look
at Hedtor,  “And the shawl 1 have
Iteen knltting {or 80 many yeirs goes
with the home and ail there is'in iu
Uniess you marry some high-up belle
_of fashion, Hector, your wife will be

glad to wrap It around her on cold
winter dsys.”

“We will leave the high-up belle of
fashion to Willis, Aunt Julia!™
laughed Hector. “In faet, | think he
has his eyve on one such there al-
ready.”

Willis looked embarmassed, then
rather proud. He was of (he flash-
ing; buoyant sort, and he secretly
despiged what he called the old-fash-
joned humdrum ways of his cousin,

“1 ehall alwsys keep the shawl as
a2 cherishad memento, aunt.” de-
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Took Hector to tha Front Door

clared Hector loyally, and so ths
matier wos sefiled. Mrie Marsh had
spent most of ber leisare tinve kuit-
ting, and Hector thought tenderly of
the firsd old fngers thar had as-
fuaged ennui and pain through oc-
cupntion.

Mrs, Marsh was right in her proph-
ecy. She never anw the old bome
agnin,  Her lognoies wers easily ar-
ranged and within the year Hector
found himself the lega!l owner of the
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